THE   LAST   OF   THE   JENNS

Lucy Jenn in Devonshire, whither she had come at John
Lane's invitation to visit the cradle of the race. 'She',
said John Lane to me, in a tone of preternatural solemnity,
'is the last of the JennsP John Lane was for taking her
about to meet his various friends, and making afternoon
calls on this person and on that, for he was a sociable
man. Miss Jenn, who spoke American with an accent
of formidable purity, protested. 'Say, Cousin John,' said
she, 'cut out those tea parties. I guess I'm over here to
look up the graves of my ancestors!*

Unlike Miss Mary B. Hobbs, Miss Lucy Jenn was
not a belle,, and had never christened a town; she was a
prim little fat, elderly woman with a face like a ruddy
apple, and bore a remarkable resemblance to 'Cousin
John1. She was exceedingly wealthy, and exceedingly
parsimonious. So insignificant were the tips she be-
stowed on the waiters and chambermaids of the hotels at
which they stopped, that Lane had to go about after her,
apologising and making up the deficiency. But Lane
always spoke with some pride of his family connexions
in America, He had made himself a name in the literary
and artistic circles of New York. His business house had
been in existence there for nearly thirty years. Though
in the circumstances it was no doubt a relief to him to
close it, he must have done so not without regret.
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